"IF I ACTUALLY BELIEVED THAT THE PROGRESS OF HUMAN UNDER- 
STANDING DEPENDED ON OUR CROP OF CONTEMPORARY NOVELISTS, I- 
WOULD SHOOT MYSELF.“ -- Annie Dillard a 
THE CRUMB! 
Vol TENON? Wednesday, August 17, 1988 


WHO IS DR. ROBERT DAPHNE, AND WHAT IS HE DOING AT BREAD LOAF’?! 

THE CRUMB‘s in-vet-stigative team has learned that notorious 
kitty clobberer DR. ROBERT DAPHNE, author of the best-selling 
autobiographical HOW TO KILL YOUR GIRLFRIEND’S CAT is hiding out 
among the hoi poloi of Treman. Who is he, and what does he want 
with our pussies? Inquiring minds want to know. “I want to 
know," says CRUMB literary critic B. Craven. "That smutty 
little volume is a repulsive catalogue of feline bashing, 
obviously written by a desperate no-talent hack on the hustle for 
the quick buck." We have thoughtfully provided an example of 
this sick adolescent humor. Is he really Ron Hansen's evil twin? 
If you know the whereabouts of the good doctor, please warn the 
CRUMB! 


WELCOME BREAD LOAFERS 

So, you want to be Marines! MORF and USAir and AMTRAK 
couldn't wear you down, but we're going to try to. We’ll 
workshop you till you bleed from the eyeballs, make you sít still 
and listen to poetry till your butt cries out for mercy. Here s 
the scoop, the straight skinny, the true gen and the inside poop. 
Be there or be square. If you miss even one event during the 
next dozen days, Paul "the Enforcer" Mariani will hunt you down 
and make you wish you'd never been born. Get it? 


SSO mv ey TeC EUn E RODE nC REACK 
10:10- 11:10 a.m. . . . Lecture: Nancy Willard 
MEROS 2O peme 6 5 l TECE Urei Rranci ner Eroe 


Panel on Research: Ron Powers, David 
Bain, & Bob Reiss 

4-5 p.m... ... . . ». Reading: Mark Jarman & Joyce Johnson 
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SOCIAL NOTE 
This afternoon Treman will not be open for the usual happy 
hour cocktails. Instead there will be an all-conference 
reception on the West Lawn by the Inn following the afternoon 
readings, at approximately 5:30. In the event of rain, the 
reception will be held in the Barn. 


STAFF TO READ-- YAY! 

Tomorrow and Friday evenings, beginning at approximately 
9:15 p.m. in the Barn West, members of the Administrative Staff 
will read from their work. Thursday's lineup includes Carl "The 
Terminator" Stach, Isabeall Logan (she really does spell her name 
that way), Diann Shoaf (talk about spelling),"Gentle" Ben 
Reynolds, Chris “The Fireman" Merrill, Blue Argo (who can improve 


on that?), "Sly" Sydney Landon, Judy "Chilipepper" Cofer, and, of 
course, Phil "Robocop" Gerard. Be there, or we'll track you down 
and turn over your tongue prints to the Thought Police. 


HOLY CALEDONIA, MRS. MACEDONIA! 

In response to unprecedented popular demand, the librarians 
are continuing the literary quotation competition originated by 
Blue Argo (a.k.a. Mrs. Frank Macedonia, ‘88 social staffer and 
librarian emeritus). Rules: 

l. A quotation taken from a book somewhere on the library 
shelves will appear daily in the CRUMB. 

De The winner of each day's special prize will be that 
person who can correctly identify the quote and find it in its 
book, on its shelf, where it will be marked with a special 


contest bookmark-- got that? 
3. Daily winners and prizes will be announced in the CRUMB. 


4. Good luck & happy hunting! 


Quote of the day: "I cannot deny this depraved interlude, that it 
existed, that I fought it, to be sure, and that, in the end, I 


was overcome by, it," 
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McMANIAC TO RUN T EEE EP 

Run off those extra pounds, boil off that blood alcohol, 
deprive your body of precious sleep: Meet Kevin "Mc" McIlvoy out 
front of Treman at 6:30 a.m. each morning for a bracing hilly 
run. BYO oxygen and B-12. p 


OVERHEARD AT THE BARN i 
"But I’m not a slut. I love my husband. I do. I do. I do." 


CRUMBY STAFF 

Don’t take the CRUMB for granted! We are a small staff who 
have trouble drinking and spelling all in the same day. We 
couldn't have done it without the help of Travel Editor Tom Joad, 
the columnar genius of Putzer Prize winner Clint Hardon, Sports 
staffer and bon vivant Biff Loman, the slavering sycophantry of 
erit iCAIB? Craven, the graphic artistry of Otto Didact III, and 
the financial wizardry, of T. Boone Hoggenbeck. But we rely on 
you, the little people, for the real dirt-- send us your poor 
jokes, your tired allegories, your huddled missives, yearning to 
breathe free. The slimier, the better. Doesn't have to be true, 
just juicy. Remember our motto here at the CRUMB: "Never let the 
facts get in the way of a good story."--- Robo Gerard 


COMING SOON: Why are all these people wearing wrist casts anyway? 


BREAD LOAF BIO: P. MARIANI 

Bern on a moving freight train in Jersey City, East and West. 
Orange, and Patterson, N.J., in 1898, Paul "the Enforcer" Mariani 
emigrated to the United States disguised as a truck shortly 
thereafter. Success as a mortician eluded him, however, so he 
turned, naturally enough, to poetry, at the age of four stunning 
Venezuelan'/critics with the artfully erotic playground thriller 
i 
CROSSING COITUS. Known also for his pioneering work in the field 
of criticism (WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS NAKED), Mariani continues 
to stun audiences in and out of the ring with his jackhammer 
right and-his masterful footwork. GLASS JAW: PORTRAIT OF AN 
ITALIAN CANADIAN COMMUNITY IN DECLINE is due out from Cementhead 
Press in the Spring. 


It was the song the singer sang 
that turned his mind back towards 
the walls, the plains, the river 
where he had seen the best ones 


on both sides go down for good. 
He would have liked it better 

not to have to think of it again 
and so not stir the scarred heart 


eins from "Ulysses Weeps" 
in PRIME MOVER by Paul Mariani 





"WHENEVER I HEAR THE WORD ‘CULTURE’ I RELEASE THE 
SAFETY CATCH ON MY PISTOL." --Hanns Johst 


THE CRUMB| | 
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HEMINGWAY NOT TO APPEAR AT BREAD LOAF ‘88 

Despite public clamor, Ernest Hemingway announced today from 
his home in Catch ‘Em, Idaho, that he will not read from his 
latest posthumous novel, THE DANGEROUS GARDEN OF SUMMER'S EVE IN 
THE STREAM. "Can't spare time, too many animals still alive up 
here," Papa told CRUMBY critic B. Craven. Ina related story, 
as Hem was walking off the dock at Key West last week with a 
record-breaking 6,000 pound Marlin, a rummy dock rat ‘spied. the 
moby dicklet hung up to dry. "The man who caught that fish," he 
said, “is a liar." Sa 


BE THERE-- ALOHA! 
Here's the dope (Ecce Homo Nostromo) : 


Qs WO Eei o o - - « Lecture: William Matthews 

10:10 - 11:10 a.m. . . . Readings by Fellows: Robin Behn, Kevin. 
McIlvoy, & Kathy Ellison 

11:20- 12:20 p.m. sn Literary Agent: Jean Naggar 

2- 3:30 p.m... . . . . Discussion Groups: see bulletin board 


4— 5S poma 2. + - - . Readings: Rick Jackson & Sharon Stark 
8:15 p.m. ... =... =. ~Reading: Ron Powers 


9:15 (approx.) .. . . . Administrative Staff Readings in Barn 
West: Carl Stach, Isabeall Logan, 
Diann Shoat, Ben Reynolds, Chris 
Merrill, Blue Argo, Sydney Landon, 
Judy Cofer, & Philip Gerard 


HIGGELTY-PIGGELTY-POP? 

Will the staff member whose name begins with ‘W' and who was 
last seen wearing an electric pink Clark W. Griswold beret 
Please claim your rusty pinking shears and your lacerated copy of 
HIGGELTY-PIGGELTY-POP from the Treman bathroom. Aren't we 
getting a little old for these zany antics, young man? 


DILLARD PILLORIED 
"If I actually believed that the progress of anything at all 


depended on Annie Dillard, I’d shoot her myself,” said CRUMBY 
critic B. Craven from his hot tub yesterday. 


OVERHEARD AT THE BARN 
Sm not Ta slut. I love my husband. I do, I do, I do-- 
Dont I? 


OVERHEARD AT BREAKFAST 
“Well, as a last resort, there's always your wife." 
“I ought to be ashamed-- that was David Huddle’s daughter!" 


"I won't grow up, I won't grow up! And who took my“ 
Higgelty-Piggelty book?" 


T. BOONE HOGGENBECK TAX TIP FOR WRITERS #27: 


Never, under any circumstances, sign your tax form "T. 
O’Brien." 


CAMPER‘’S COMPLAINT: 

"I am enormous and shy-- that’s why I won't sign my name. 
It's going to take one of you to say hello to me. God knows I 
won't make any overtures. . . but when does this gig kick into 
gear, hear? After while, crocodile-- didn’t your dorm mother 
teach you the secret handshake? 


Teal ahaa 





"POETRY IS THE SUPREME FICTION, MADAME." 
-- Wallace Stevens 


THE CRUMB!!! 
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GOOD MORNING, CAMPERS | 


Brush the fur off your tongues and insert that caffeine 
i.v., ‘Cause we have a busy day ahead: 


9- 10 a.m. .... . . . Reading: Linda Pastan 

10:10- 11:10 a.m. . . . SPECIAL GUEST READING | 

ll:20- 12:20 p.m. . . . „Readings: Fellows John Hildebrand & 
Garrett Weyr; Admin. Staffer Gary 

) Margolis : 

Ze Spee co Voge . »- GUEST SPEAKER: David R. Godine 

4- 9 Pemes en ‘> ‘a = o Readings: David Bain & David Huddle 

BLS oiio AE -Reading: Nancy Willard 


9:15 p.m. (approx.) in Barn West: Administrative Staff Readings 
featuring John Canaday, Steve Kiernan, Laeta Kalogridis, 
Linda Yorton, Jud Mitcham, Jennifer Bates, Woody Woodsun, 
Beth Weatherby, & Liz Albert 


SIN OF OMISSION: 

The following people's names were accidentally omitted from 
the list of scholars. The apologies of the secretary, who typed 
the list, are humbly extended. 

Dorothy Sutton Robert Frost Scholar in Poetry 

Dan Elish National Arts Club Scholar in Fiction 

Bruce Boston William Raney Scholar in Poetry 

Gerri Connolly William Sloane Scholar in Poetry 


LAWN PARTY \ 

An all-conference cocktail party will be held on the lawn 
behind the Little Theatre at approximately 5:30 this afternoon 
following the Bain- Huddle reading. Conferees are invited to 
dress to the nines. Drinks will be provided for atii 


ONE READER WRITES: 

“Dear Ms. Prose, 

"What is all this solipsism business and how could it have 
gone on so long without my knowing about it?" 

(Ed. note: Alexandr Solipsism (1859- 1963) was a Russian 
novelist-- we thought everybody knew that.) 


PARKING ON THE MAIN ROAD-- 
Don't. Your car may become roadkill, and you may get the 
Denver boot. 


OVERHEARD - - 
On tennis court: "I usually save those easy jobs for my 
editors." 


` 


At Barn: "What’s all this sexual harrassment stuff? 4 came 
here to get harrassed!" 
at Treman: "This Daphne business is creepy-- 1; mean, abic 
could be any one of us. Do you think it’s Carl Stach? 
At the Inn: ". 5 . only two real things on the front 
age, and the rest is stupid stuff." 
NG From a waitress at breakfast: "Are all your needs 


satisfied?" 


SEQUEL: 
SRT EE, Be a bad time. Gatsby was dead. Daisy was a slut. 


: i field of battle. 
ae Buchanan had turned into Bruce Dern on the à i 
a chat n I going to do with all those pastel shirts? 





BARN DANCE! 
Avec beer and soda Murdar night after the evening reading 
(9:15 p.m.). Dress optional. 


TODAY'S QUOTE (Hint: If you can't remember where you read it, 
just search the library shelves for the telltale protruding 
bookmark-- is that easy enough for you!?): 


"That week my hunger began. At first only 
Snacks and nibblings: a piece of lampshade, : 
Electric wire, knobs from the radio. 

At night, I fasted. Then, at my birthday dinner, 
I ate the Wedgewood dishes, the maple table, 

The Danish chairs. I ate, I left nothing 

In the room, the house, but walls, windows, 

My children and my wife...” 


GREAT LINES IN LITERATURE: 
MINE War, MANE expe ine’: --Ring Lardner 


CRUMBY BIO TO BE FEATURE FILM 

The CRUMB is pleased to announce Paramusmount Pictures has 
purchased the screen rights to Paul Mariani’s Bread Loaf: Bio. 
Ron Powers and Bob Reiss will collaborate on the screenplay, 
tentatively titled RUN NAKED INTO TOMORROW. Paul Sorvino will 
lose 50 lbs. to play Mariani. The film will also star Robert De 
Niro as Don Axinn, "Buck" Banks as a teamsters union stooge, Judy 
Cofer as "the other woman," and Raymond Burr as North Jersey. 
Mariani has been cast in a walk-on role as a Mafia mechanic named 
Guido who aspires to setting poetry. Tim O’Brien will portray 
Mariani as a child. 


T. BOONE HOGGENBECK'S TAX TIP FOR WRITERS #319: 
Sorry, but characters cannot be claimed as dependents unless 
they live in their own room. Then you may claim one exemption. 


HITCHCOCK MOVIE 
"The Lady Vanishes" will be shown at the Barn tonight at 
9:30. It’s about this lady who, you know, like vanishes. 


Canna Lily 


Pushed out of the earth 
like a note ina bottle 


it glistens with joy. A clump 
O chie CASSES shi, ELI 
the broken seal of 


the dead; this green scroll 


from some dead sea 
flowering. 


-- Nancy Willard 





EPIDEMIC FEARED: SPREAD BY DISNEYESQUE SERPENT 

The nurse's office reports nine more cases of Hapax 
Logomenon, a rare virus secreted in the venom of a one-eyed snake 
indigenous to the Bread Loaf area. The bite is apparently so 
gentle that many victims realize only hours later that they've 
been bitten. CRUMBY Health Editor Gordon Lush explains, "He's a 
cute little critter, sometimes so small and skinny you just want 
to take him in your hands and pet him. I have one of my own, no 
bigger than a pencil, but he’s a lively little worm." Symptoms 
include loss ot sleep, a giggly light-headed feeling in the 
morning, and general swelling up to nine months later. Best 
prevention: avoid the woods and high grass after sundown. 


HOOPLA SPARKS CONTROVERSY: HIGH-BROWS VS. PROLES? 

Sports Editor Biff Loman, who is liked but not well liked, 
reports that there is not a single basketball hoop on campus! 
"Scandalous," he said, "and why is Pop planting all those seeds 
in the middle of the night?" Literary experts speculate that 
tennis and croquet are considered tonier than any game in which 
grown men dribble. 


MINIMALIST SEQUEL : 
“And, and as God is my witness, tomorrow was another. day, 
and Scarlet was never hungry again." 


QUOTE OF THE DAY: 

"Amid frequent and thoughtful endeavors to penenbers amid 
earnest struggles to regather some token of the state of seeming 
nothingness into which my soul had lapsed, there have been 
moments when I have dreamed of success. . . 


Nobody identified yesterday’s quote from THE RELATION OF MY 
IMPRISONMENT by Russell Banks. What, are you all illiterates? 


AN ALL-CONFERENCE COCKTAIL PARTY will be held behind the Little 
Theatre after the afternoon reading on Friday, August 19. 


MADRIGALS will rehearse today at 5:30 p.m. in the Barn. 


BREAD LOAF BIO: R. POWERS 


Born in a CBS jacket during the fall of Saigon, Ron "Francis 
Gary" Powers was thereby required by federal law to work for the 
network without pay every Sunday morning for ten years while 
everybody else was reading the TIMES book section in bed. Best 
remembered tor his sensitive autobiographical memoir of his 
comatose childhood, WHITE BOY DROWSING, Powers also dominated the 
Baby Book Hit Parade briefly with GO0-GO0-COOTCHIE-COOTCHIE-GOO. 
He is currently Ron Hansen Professor of Hapax Logomenology at 


Yale. 


"It was the region's bloodthirsty past that 
prompted my dark imaginings. The high road 
was a good spot for an ambush. And this was 
the ambush cradle of the nation. I crept 
toward the city limits feeling the guns of 
two centuries scoping my progress, leading 
the target: the murderous sights of the 
innkeeper Billy Potts, an early American 
brigand who took poor travelers in-- and 
took the rich ones out, including, one 
night, by lack of» recognition, his own son, 
come home to’ flash his bankroll for the 
family, never a prudent impulse aroud Cairo." 


-- from a nonfiction work in progress 
on American towns by Ron Powers 





“THIS IS THE SECRET OF GOOD STORYTELLING: 
TO LIE, BUT TO KEEP THE ARITHMETIC SOUND." 
: -~ Kurt Vonnegut 
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YOU SAY YOUR BRAIN IS FULL? $ 
Then empty your head and prepare to input more data. 
Interfacing today is hot and heavy, to wit: 


9- 10 a.m. . Lecture: Hilma Wolitzer 


O mil a T O union 
Llgg0= L23220 Ooo o o . Readings by Fellows: Judith Baumel, Don 


" Metz, & Barbara Haas 
2- 3:30 p.m. . . . . . . Discussion Groups (see bulletin board) 
4- 5 pem. 1 ne - on Reading: Lynne Sharon Schwartz ` 

8:15 pem. as’ e > a e Reading: Robert Pack 


SCHOLARS TO READ 

; : . at approximately 9:15 p.m., Barn West, Sunday and 
Monday evenings. S3unday’s readers will be Bill Brown, Normandi 
Ellis, Clare Rossini, Dan Elisch, Dorothy Sutton, Ed Falco, Chard 
DiNord, Connie Porter, Doug Whynott, Bruce Boston, and Suzanne 
Rhodenbaugh. 


A LITTLE ETIQUETTE, PLEASE! 

For those among you who were raised on Jupiter where common 
courtesy is mistaken for weakness, some tips on how to behave at 
a reading or lectures: 

l) Take your seat by the second bell. 

2) Don’t talk or shuffle papers while some poor schmuck is 
up at the podium trying to concentrate and other poor  schmucks 
are trying to listen. 

4) If you must leave early, please sit by the door and exit 
quietly during an obvious break, or else sit outside.. (Ed. 
note: acceptable reasons for cutting out early include military 
induction, violent illness, staff chores, and suddenly spotting a 
$100 bill on the lawn. In other words, stay put.) 

4) A crack team of CRUMB hitmen is even now tracking down 
the walking lobotomy who keeps dropping loose change at climactic 
moments during readings. Break down and buy a change purse. 


COPYCATS DISCOURAGED ; 

Vhe office will NOT photocopy more than twelve (12) pages 
per contributor at a time. As we warned, we cannot do more than 
Limited amounts of material on our already fragile machines, and 
they are breaking down from overuse. 


WEATHER UPDATE 

Concerned about the weather? Look toward Bread Loaf 
Mountain. If you can see the top, expect rain. If you can't, it 
is rainina. 


WALKING ALONG ROUTE 125 I8 DANGEROUS-- BE CAREFUL | 


QUOTE OF THE DAY: 

“Now, in perusing what follows, the reader should bear in 
mind not only the general circuit as ađumbrated above, with its 
many sidetrips and tourist traps, secondary circles and skittish 
deviations, but also the fact that, far from being an indolent 
partie de plaisir, our tour was a hard, twisted, teleological 
growth, whose sole raison d’etre (these french cliches are 
Symptomatic) was to keep my companion in passable humor from kiss 
to kiss. «= =" (Editor's hint for the reading impaired: this 
author is a compatriot of Alexandr SoOlipsism. ) 





OVERHEARD AT BREAKFAST: 
"I don't think staff ghould be rotated until they're dead." 
"I was charmingly anecdotal, and I think I made out very 
well with vulgar language." 
“My God, are they all that small?" 


OVERHEARD AT TREMAN: 
"Nepotism will get you evrywhere." 


MINIMALIST SEQUEL 
"But no, it wasn't pretty to think s30." 


SHINDIGGERY : 

Don’t forget the Barn Dance tonight at 9:30 pem, Sound 
Engineer David "Little Richard" Bain as laid own some 
long-playing classic tracks of Oldies, Rhythm & Blues, and 
Motown. Come ready to shake, rattle, and roll, and to do some 
slow dancing swaying in the moonlight. 


LADIES AND GENTLEMEN, START YOUR ENGINES ; 

All staff and contributors are invited to run in the annual 
Writers’ Cramp Race, to begin Sunday at 10 a.m. The 5k (3 1/2 
mile) course starts at the intersection of the Barn road and the 
highway, right between Cherry and the Annex. Prizes will be 
awarded to the overall winner and the first finishers in each 
genré category. l 


BREAD LOAF BIO: R. PACK ; 

Bob “the Boss" Pack's early life remains shrouded in 
obscurity. For awhile he apparently was Ty Cobb, but gave that 
up when he became addicted to Ron Powers’ Sunday morning program. 
His first book, THE BIBLE, sold well but never inspired a really 
successful screen version. His second book, the science fiction 
thriller HUM FROM THE CEMETERY catapaulted him to fame, and 
subsequent work of the calibre of GUARDED BY WOMEN IN CHAINS, a 
maximum security valentine, and CLAYFOOT REJOICES, CLAYFOOT 
LAMENTS, a gardening manual for novices, confirmed critics’ 
suspicions of a dangerously rampant versatility. Never one to 
rest on his laurels, Pack is currently editing a weevil almanac, 
tentatively titled NOTHING BUT BLIGHT. 


from “His Mother's Miracle" 


When Clayfeld gave up smoking years ago, 
he dreamed that he auditioned 

for the part of Scarpia in the premiere of Tosca. 
"Yours!" declared Puccini, 

“but it's my conception that this character-- 
the flames of lust consuming him-- 

smokes constantly throughout Act II." "I can't," protested 
Clayteld, “please, I made a vow; 

my confidence in my own will’s at stake." 
"One must make sacrifices 

for one's art," intractable Puccini said, 
“so we can bear in song 

what otherwise would be unbearable," 


-- Robert Pack 





"I THOUGHT WITH MELANCHOLY HOW AN AUTHOR SPENDS 

MONTHS WRITING A BOOK, AND MAYBE PUTS HIS HEART’ S 

BLOOD INTO IT, AND THEN IT LIES ABOUT UNREAD TILL 

THE READER HAS NOTHING ELSE IN THE WORLD TO DOCS 
-- W. SOMERSET MAUGHAM 


THE CRUMB!!!!! 
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HIATUS ANNOUNCED IN SLEEP DEPRIVATION EXPERIMENT 

You've ali been game (mot to vention gamey) campers ali week 
long, and some of us got together and persuaded Bob “The Boss" 
Pack to give you the day off. So hit the tennis courts or 
launder’ those ripe togs or maybe even take a nap, but whatever 
you do be back here for the big doings later on, which are 


4- 5 pema. > >.» > „Reading: Russell Banks 
8:15 pam. sate mene „Reading: Linda Pastan. 


WRITERS’ CRAMP FUN RUN 

Today at 10 a.m. Starts at the intersection of the Barn 
road and the main highway, between Cherry and the Annex. Kevin 
"McManiac" Mcllvoy has issued an unconditional challenge to all 
those who have beaten the snot out of him on the tennis courts 
this week (so there ought to be a glew of runners-- get there 
early and claim your starting slot). Boasted McManiac, "The rest 
of these sniveling pukes aren't even in my league. I could phone 
this one in. In fact, I'm so sure of winning that if anybody, 
even a poet, crosses the finish line ahead of me, I'll give Phil 
"Robo" Gerard all my money, my wife, my family, the van and the 
station wagon, my dog, my Sergeant Rock comic book collection, 


all my lingerie, even that slick. pink scooped-out little nightie 
I sleep in on warm nights a a 


SCHOLARS STILL TO READ 

Remember to catch the first installment of the Scholars’ 
readings tonight at approximately 9:15 in Barn West. 

Tomorrow, Monday, even more of these young guns will be on 
the menu, same time, same station: Stacy Chase, Bob Bradley, 
Janet Singleton, Jan Marino, Andrew Cox, Michael Ruhlman, 
Geraldine Connolly, Adrienne Bond, Jan Reynolds, Peter Liotta, 
Pamela Schirmiester, & Bruce Bond. 


OVERHEARD- - 

On the lawn party: "Quick, look! There's a woman here 
wearing a bra!" 

At dinner: "What have you done to that breast?" 

On the West lawn: “Did we meet last year?" "No, we met last 
MLEW .: 

At the library: "I think that Robocop guy is so sexy I just 
want to oil him up and ask him, ‘Does that feel good?’" 


SKYWATCH: MARTIANS CLOSING IN 

Tonignt when it rises at 9:45 p.m. Mars will be oniy 42.7 
million miles from Larch, the closest it’s been since 1956, when 
Carl Stach emerged from his pod on the West lawn. Look for it to 
be brilliant at maximum elevation due south at 3:46 a.m. Stach 
has already reached his maximum elevation and from now on will be 
getting shorter. 


QUOTE OF THE DAY: f 

"Why, look you now, now unworthy a thing you make of me! 
You would play upon me; you would seem to know my stops; you 
would pluck out the heart of my mystery; you would sound me from 
the Lowest note to the top of my compans; and there is much 
music, excellent voice, in this iittle organ, yet cannot you make 
it speak." 
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CRUMBY PROFILES: R. Banks 


Name: Russel Banks 

Nicknames: Buck, Buckaroo, Buckminster, Buckboard.. . 

Occupation: @Plumber’s Helper 

Hobbies: Co:s;-tipping, Bear-baiting, Gun-running: "Any hyphenated 
al Galva really gaws me AOL 

Turn-0ns: Politics, women, drink, money, ambition. 

Turn-Offs: The lack of politics, women, drink, money, and 
ambition, 

Favorite All-Time Book: HOW TO KILL YOUR GIRLFRIEND’S CAT 

Author of: CONTINENTAL BREAKFAST, a self-help book on hotel 
management; HAMILTON STARK NAKED, a historical biography, 
and THI BOOK OF JAMOCHA, an adventure in chocolate. 

Most Embarrassing Moment: While out cow-tipping with the boys one 
night was mistaken by a heifer for Kenny Rogers and ordered 
to leave the pasture. 


The Sirens 


Is there no music now 

except the chime 

of coins in the pocket 

for which a man would go breathlessly 
off course, would even drown? 
Odysseus tied to his mast 

regretted his own foresight. 


In ordinary days to come in Ithaca 
the song of some distant bird, 

the chords of water against 

the shore, even Penelope 

humming to herself at the loom 
would make his head turn, his eyes 
Stray toward the sea. 


-- Linda Pastan, from 
THE IMPERFECT PARADISE 





". . THE YOUNG MAN OR WOMAN WRITING TODAY 
HAS FORGOTTEN THE PROBLEMS OF THE HUMAN HEART 
IN CONFLICT WITH ITSELF WHICH ALONE CAN MAKE 
GOOD WRITING BECAUSE ONLY THAT IS WORTH WRITING 
ABOUT, WORTH THE AGONY AND THE SWEAT." 

-- William Faulkner 


THE CRUMB!!! 111! 
eee August 22, 1988 


WAKE UP AND SMELL THE BACON! , 
Qkay, caupers, you've had your little day off. 8o put on 
your work clothes, gulp down that second cup of coffee and forget 
about calling home-- you won't have time today. Here's the 
olyeal Lg l 


LO Aoo ; : r e >» «Lecture: Russell Banks 
:10- 11:10 a.m. . . «. .'. %Lecture: Donald Justice 
2O LAZU Poll, co a v Readings by Fellows: Katherine Soniat, 
Reginald McKnight, & Robert Wrigley 
EAE E S E : - Panel on Little Magazines: Rick 
Jackson, Maura High, T.R. Hummer, 
& William Wadsworth — 
Spots 3 fete ag) asl. a UN hOMMaIma y AM icha e MECURTI 
of THE ATLANTIC MONTHLY 
9:15 (approx.) in Barn West . . . Readings by Scholars: Stacy 
Chase, Bob Bradley, Janet 
Singleton, Jan Marino, Andrew 
Cox, Michael Ruhlman, 
Geraldine Connolly, Adrienne 
Bond, Jan Reynolds, Peter 
Liotta, Pamela pobimmed eben: 
& Bruce Bond. 


CASTING CALL 
Casting is now in progress for the feminist screen 

adaptation of Ann Hood's novel, WAITING TO VANISH NAKED INTO 
TOMORROW, screenplay by Francine Prose and Ron Powers. The main 
character is an airline flight attendant from Baltimore who foils 
an attempt by disaffacted poet terrorists to hijack the plane to 
Yaddo. Hollywood sources speculated that Debra Winger will play 
Hood's thinly disguised alter ego, but that plan hit a snag when 
the petulant Hood, ina fit of artistic pique, objected to the 
spelling of Winger’s name. "If she can't even spell ‘Deborah, ’ 
then how is she going to memorize all my wonderful dialogue in 
all those terrific beautiful scenes in which I was so lyrical and 
passionate and wise and just plain fabulous . o an Hood 
said. Other likely candidates: Kathleen Turner, Jessica Hahn, 
Linda Lovelace, and Tom Hanks. Supporting roles already cast: 
Linda Pastan and Nancy Willard as the terrorists, and Hilma 
Wolitzer as the President. 

| ows. 


~. 


OVERHEARD- - 


AG bhe Bar Dancer iis f yi 
aes lé arn e Gee, it's great to be back in junior 


“Are you gonna dance with me or not?" "Probably not." 


AE NG sini. sae meandecl «didn tianavere ri 
know, to contess to, so I told my cabbie." yuma oe oe 


“I didn’t come here to learn, I came here t 
fa) 
network." pig fon we 





CRIPS TO RALLY e A: 

An organizational meeting will be held in the intensive care 
ward of the Middlebury Emergency Room today at noon for the halt, 
the lame, the bone-broke, the toothless, and the dislocated. 
Cast party to follow in Leo Hotte’s workshop, where we will try 


to assemble one entire functioning humanoid out of spare parts. 


PHOTO EXHIBIT OF GREAT WRITERS 

Now playing at the Johnson Gallery of Middlebury College in 
the Johnson Art Building. See 44 photos of Literary Giants 
caotured by some of the World's Greatest Photographers. Open 12- 
5 p.m. 7 days a week 


BREAD LOAF BIO: T. O'BRIEN 

At the tender age of eleven, sent to Vietnam by a brain-dead 
travel agent who thought the Delta was an airline and the DMZ a 
motion sickness remedy, Tim "Potatoes" O’Brien produced such 
gritty and pivotal manuscripts as "How To Tell A True War Story 
And If You Believe This One I‘11 Tell You Another One" and "The 
Things I Made Them Carry For Me," the latter of which our own B. 
Craven applauded as "the best short story about pocket junk ever 
written on a flight between Newark and Dallas on May 21, 1969, 
after only one cocktail and without a typewriter while sitting 
next to an asthmatic nun." In the 70s, critics welcomed his 
excursion into Lhe scurvy world of club boxing, and THE KNUCKLE 
RAGE was serialized for both READERS DIGEST and RING magazine. 
Now a recognized rival to the preeminent pussy-basher Dr. Robert 
Daphne, O'Brien resides mostly in a nicotine stupor, off Che 
ill-gotten royalties of GOING AFTER CATS? Y‘OUGHT TO! 


from THE NUCLEAR AGE: 


"I have a theory. As you get olde 

pile up, time takes ona ie esc iee cr teres 
an alteration in the relative velocity of human 
vende and human consciousness. The frequencies 
ighten up. The wavelengths shorten-- sound and 
pone and history-- it’s all compressed. At the 
Neuer LOGIE when you crouch under a Ping- 
(ONG table, a single hour seems to unwind toward 
Toa ia dense and slow; at twenty-five, or 
ee a or forty, approaching half-life 

chi ivisions of remaining time are fractionall 
reduced, like Geno‘s arrow, and the world com ‘ 
rushing at you, and away from you, faster S 
raster, It confounds computation. You lose yo 
Live tas your live It, accelerating. ale 


“Which is my theory, and whi i 
next eight or nine Fees went ae FERON ERE 


-- Tim O Brien 





Cot tcp an HEY Es aie eps E 
“I HAVE. REMARKED ELSEWHERE THAT J; i Te 
REGARD THE ALMIGHTY:AS NOT A BAD!’ WEE 
eee EXCEPT | THAT HE IS A REALIST, Ml 

-7 John Barth i 


“THE CRUMBIIIIII1 ` es 
Vol. 63, No. 8B Ree Tuesday, Vl 23 988 Porat 


No ikon ees Sedd 
CRUMB TO PRINT FACTS) | 2cieehays a e 
Bowing to popular ‘demand, the™ ‘CRUMB. Beast oa ai 
entire schedule of events ese as your yill Breer ence then | i 
real) lite: ch ae br rege ae i 
M 


E A a) tetas M oreson] 








; ees O'Brien, Justice, Powers z 
LLS L215 Poio o . Lecture: Philip Levine Ee a 
2330 BESO olo o o o! A „Lecture: Lynne Sharon Schwartz 

a ER ceaee S » » » Readings: Ann Hood & Wyatt o 
BYRUGy SNS Ty) e ge e ee a; Reading: Donard Justice i 


(Ed. Note: CRUMBY critic. Be Craven has been ‘exiled to New | i 


Jersey for falling asleep at the wheel,” “We 928 confiscated, (pta 
Sergeant Rock comic book collection.) 


pao 
Hews 


WRITERS’ CRAMP RACE A FEMINIST COUP by Biff PARR aporti Ed. 

Two women, Larissa Taiger and Liza Field, finished at the. 
head of the pack in the annual 3 1/2 mile Bread Loaf Writers’ 
Cramp Race Sunday. Taiger was first overall, with a time of 
21:46, and was also first poet and first woman to break the tape. 
Field was right behind, to finish second: overall and first in 
Fietion, with a time of Z2i15]1,., First man and first in nonfiction 
was John Sheridan, finishing in 22:03,- 

Said Taiger of her victory, "It was a walk. You don't think 
any of these spindly-shanked rubber-legged pencil-necked male 
geeks around here could beat a woman, do you? After watching 
them dance?! Get real!" . : 

In other non-prize categories: Chris Merrill finished first 
in both the handicap and the Robo Gerard-look-alike divisions; 
Merrill also garnered meet honors for finishing at.all in the 
Bleep deprived- alcoholic hazed- dislocated digital- surrealist 


Banke! Willard. Pastan: ity 


division. First auditor across the line was Liz Caswell, and | 


first walker was Doris Lieberman, 
| 
ALL'S WELL AT LARCH WELL, IF YOU B.Y, 0. B. 

At approximately 5:30 Foday following the afternoon reading | 
there will be an All-Conference B.Y.0.B, party at Larch Well. 
The Social Staff will provide mixers, lemons, limes, munchies, 
corkscrews, diet corkscrews, and name labels for bottles. Guests 
are expected to bring their own spirits. Note: any bottles left 
at the party will be considered waiteroid contraband, and will be 
disposed of accordingly. 


PLEASE: Siti’ THE FRONT DESK TODAY TO CONFIRM YOUR Te DEPARTURE 
TIME FOR FLIGHTS FROM PYR ETEN, k 


rt 


IF YOU CHANGE YOUR AIRLINE DEPARTURE TIME, ADVISE THE FRONT DESK 
IMMEDIATELY ! 


FINAL BANQUET-- 
Saturday night, If you want CHERCE OF PRIME RIB, simply 
appear at the banquet as usual; if you want to order a SALMON 


STEAK, however, please “sign up for it by Wed., 5 p.m., front 
desk. 


pan ranges = geen nn ween rte we enw 
cnet ae ea etme NM ge eS -o arene = tetas 


ee eee 





QUOTE OF THE DAY; 

mawe Let's ga through Georgia fast so we won't have to Logk, at 

ie múch," John Wesley said, ! : pe 
"If I were a little boy," said the grandmother, "I wouldn't 

talk about my native State that way. Tennessee has the mountains, 

and Georgia has the hills." ea 


' And you, dear Reader, have the Clues. Here's one more; The 
author is NOT a compatriot of Alexandr Solipsism. — a ce 
3 eee aed da Ole sade 
WORKSHOPPERS; ane UR eS nee tate! E N i 
Pick up workshop materials each evening for the next day's 
workshop. Please take materials ONLY for the workshop | you plan 
to attend. Workshops are open to all who wish to attend-- not 
limited to those who were in Thurs.and Sat, discussion groups, 


CHERRY HOUSE HOSTS READINGS FOR UNIMPORTANT PEOPLE-- : ie hae 

Time: before lunch, sort of; Place; Cherry House porch; 
(Participants: Unimportant poets and writers-- obscure People also 
‘welcome. (Note; Those famous persons Wishing to attend must 


first have all their books remaindered and taken out of- pringe) E 
; ness ` e TEE a a a 


u d l vl 

e oR a ! P 

OVERHEARD IN THE BOOKSTORE: Li 
Waiteroid-- "Gosh, I don't know any of the authors by- their 
work, only by what they eat," col | 
"I just had the most amazing run on the Robert Pack Trani 

"No, I won't show you mine," i 


MINIMALIST SEQUEL A Ee: i i "| Cae 
"Te G a durned þad spell and no time fer sentimentering. 
Miss Watson was dead as a road-killed skunk, Jim was free and 
feeling ugly, Tom was gone back to Aunt Polly, and Aunt Sally was 


trying like the blazes to sivilizę me. So I Slipped over to 
Pap’s cabin and got that axe," i 


T. BOONE HOGGENBECK'S TAX TIPS FOR WRITERS #517; a 

Your log of deductible expenses may be poetry, but it must 
not be fiction, unless ou plan to make your next book an expose 
of the Big House told from the inside, 


: i y ASRA 
CRUMBY PROFILE: D, JUSTICE E i Rie tae aaa a 
Name: Donald "Frontier" Justice | i ee ae d 
Occupation: Sunset Maker ("It's steady work, but you get 
damned little vacation. ") i 
Hobbies: "Hobbies? Hobbies? We don't need no stinking 
HOBBIES!" i ae 
Turn-ons: “What are they?" | 
Turn-offs: "I didn't understand the question- could you ask 
me something intelligent, or are all yoų people at the CRUMB 
working only from the shoulders down?" | 


Most Embarrassing Moment: “You think I'm actually going COR 
tell you? Then what am I Supposed to write about?" a 


{ 


RAILWAY JUNCTION SOUTH OF RICHMOND, 
PAST MIDNIGHT 


Indistinguishable engines hooting, red 

Fires flaring, vanishing; a formless shed . 
Just straggling lifewards before sinking back 
Into Dantean glooms beside the track, 


All steam and smoke and earth-- and even here, 
ll of spurts and h 


gs of the Southern air, 
but bland abysses,. 


~~ Donald Justice, from 
THE SUNSET MAKER 





"TELL ME FIRST WHAT ARE THE THINGS, THE ACTUAL 
THINGS THAT HARM A WRITER? ' 
‘POLITICS, WOMEN, DRINK, MONEY, AMBITION. AND 
THE LACK OF POLITICS, WOMEN, DRINK, MONEY, AND 
AMBITION,’ I SAID PROFOUNDLY." 
-- Ernest Hemingway 


THE CRUMB!IIIII!! 1. 
Wools 63, Nos 9 Wednesday, August 24, 1988 


DAYLIGHT, IN THE SWAMP! : 


Give me some whistle-punks! We got logs to cut and contracts 
to fill, we got eggs to fry and cats to kill; 


9- 11l a.m. © o e e e e » e Workshops: Matthews, Prose, Delbanco, 
fi Levine, & Wolitzer 
Toe ALOM o o c . Lecture: Ron Powers 
2530 BESO iao o o 6 . Lecture: Paul Mariani 
ga Gy Wein, baie 6 8 9 R Readings: Carol Frost & Tom Gavin 
8:15 p.m. .% ... . =. . « Reading: Hilma Wolitzer 
9:15 Pp. N= Hli . . 2 e e e „Readings by Waiteroids in Barn West: 
i Jason Mauro, Chris Cokinos, Luke 
Tennis, Martha Greenwald, Al 
Trafford, George Bilgere, Judith 
Wolff, Nan Cohen, Lisa Shea, 
Vincent Green, Regan Good, 
Felicia Mitchell, Louise 
Rafkin, Dave Bean i 


KINDER CRAFT ; 
There will be a workshop on WRITING FOR CHILDREN on Friday 
from 11:15 a.m. until,12:15 p.m. in Barn #2. 


WORKSHOP LOCALES: 
Matthews: Barn #1 Wolitzer: Barn #4 


Delbanco: Barn #2 Levine: Barn West 
Prose: Barn #3 


DEPARTURIES 

Please confirm your taxi departure times at the front desk 
for flights out of Burlington. N.B.: ANY CHANGES IN YOUR REQUEST 
FOR TRANSPORT TO THE BURLINGTON AIRPORT MUST BE LOGGED AT THE 
FRONT DESK BY NOON ON THURSDAY. . CHANGES MADE AFTER THAT DATE 
WILL RESULT IN EXTRA FEES, AND WE WILL NOT BE ABLE TO GUARANTEE 
YOUR TRANSPORTATION! / 11111! 


FISH OR CUT BAIT 

Remember: If you want to order SALMON STEAK rather than 
prime rib for Saturday's final banquet, you must do sọ at the 
front desk by today at 5 p.m.! 


MOVIE 
"The Pirate," starring gene Kelly and Judy Garland, will 
play tonight at 9:30 p.m. in the Barn. 


OVERHISARL - - À i 
In the salad line: “This apple looks like it's been in a 
jHeU AS MUGS © 
At the Barn: “God doesn’t work syntactically." 
At the Inn: "It’s that point in the conference when it's 
more important to sleep than to get published." 
® 





QUOTE OF THE DAY: 

"AIL her life she had been hurrying and sputtering, as if 
she had been born behind time and had been trying to catch up 
with it. Now, she reflected, 5 o it was as if she were 
waiting for something to catch up with her. She had got to a 
place where she was out of the atream of meaningless activity and 
undirected effort." 


MINIMALIST SEQUEL 
Lea Miine Dick, Moby Dine kes 


O’BRIEN BIO 'lO BE T.V. MOVIE 

. A network miniseries based on the enigmatic life of Tim 
"Potatoes" O'Brien is in the offing,~Hollywood sources confirmed 
to CRUMBY media specialist Rona Barrett Browning today. The 
43-hour multi-billion dollar production will be filmed on 
location in Boston's posh Combat Zone, in the sewers of Paris, 
Texas oid Une Se winery is Bacencnt ping-pong table. Slated to 
portray One bz ean as a vengeful literary soldier-of-fortune 
returning to Saigon to recover badly translated golfing 
manuscripts is matinee idol Danny DeVito, who reportedly is 
bulking up for the part. Scripted by Ron Powers and Bob 
"Bang-Bang" Reiss, the T.V. spectacular will be titled TIMBO, or 
PATROL NAKED INTO TOMORROW, 


CRUMBY PROFILE: H. WOLITZER 


Name; Hilma Wolitzer Born; In a taxi cab at a red light on East 
VECA Sito, Mowa i 
Favorite Movies: ATTACK OF THE MUD-BEAST and WAITING TO VANISH 
NAKED INTO TOMORROW 
Favorite all-time book: WHITE BOY DROWSING 
Ambitions: Lo sing reggae at Sloppy Joe’s in Key West with George 
Murphy and to ride in Carol Knauss'’s golfcart with Carl Stach. 
PAuthor olf: ARTICHOKE HEARTS, a how-to guide to dining out in 
Cleveland; BEGINNING, MIDDLE, AND ENDING, a conventional 
metaf retiona k Vexcursiion into narrative; and two Westerns, 
PALOMINO ARMS und HEIGH-HO SILVER! 


from SILVER 


"One night in August, understanding all at once why I'd 
been so sad, I decided to leave Howard. This was the 

real thing, not just the fireworks of battle or some 
transient post-battle blues. We hadn't even had a decent 
argument ror months, And I wasn't giving Howard up the 
way he kept giving up cigarettes. I mean that I meant it. 
But do we ever know what we mean? Light-years before, when 
I still believed we had mated. for life, like wolves, 
Howard left and went to live with another woman. After 

a while he came back, and the children and I made room 
for him in the kitchen and the bedroom, ready to forgive, 
peo morae taal 


-~- Hilma Wolitzer 
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Mast JOSIE S) THE NRECEL IS) DULY TIS TO 
WRITE ABOUT THESE THINGS. IT IS HIS 
PRIVILEGE TO HELP MAN ENDURE BY LIFTING 
HIS HEART, BY REMINDINC HIM OF THE 
COURAGE AND HONOR AND HOPE AND PRIDE 
AND COMPASSION AND PITY AND SACRIFICE 
WHICH HAVE BEEN THE GLORY OF HIS PAST." 
-- Williem Faulkner 


THE CRULR!I!IIIILLI 
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DON'T BE FOOLED BY SUBSTITUTES -- 

We will attend no reading before its time. Here's the 
genuine article, the real McCoy, the true confession and the 
right stuff: = 


Oe il @ells 5 © 6 6 6 5 c 5 o okop: Martani Jeeves, Ra S tany 
Willard, Schwartz, & O’Brien 
Lal- i235 pane o o o o > o REESE o PALLONE CNE 
` Buckley, Carole Glickfield, 
'Garrett Hongo 
.Lecture: Nicholas Delbanco 
.Readings: Richard Hawley & Jay 
Parini 
„Reading: Philip Levine 


WORKSHOP LOCALES 
Mariani/ Pack: Barn #1 Willard: Barn #4 
Schwartz: Rarn 4? -Or Brien: Barn Wese 
Pastan: Barn #3 


IT’S A BIRD, IT’S SUPERMAN-- by Wing Wardner, Aviation Reporter 

No, it’s a plane. Don "the Flying*Leatherneck" Axinn put 
his little tail-dragger Supercub down in Bob Pack’s backyard 
Tuesday, just in time for staff photos, having flown non-stop all 
the way from East Middlebury, a flight of nearly six miles. Said 
Axinn of his amazing aeronautical feat, "It was nothing, really. 
The hard part was finding Bread Loaf under all the cloud cover. 
But I hit a big pocket of hot air, and knew this must be the 
place." Staff members including Carl "the Terminator" Stach 
helped give Axinn a carrier-asyle take-off. Commented a 
skeptical Stach, "I don't cotton t'all this, aviatory nonsense. 
Hain’t right. If man was meant to fly, by goshen he'd have a 
propeller. ‘Sides, this river don't go ta Ain-tree." 


SCHEDULE CHANGE ALERT 

Tomorrow, Friday, the Fellows Reading that was scheduled: for 
Wel Eolio will in fact take place from 2:30- 3:30 p.m.; The 
Panel on Reviewing, previously scheduled for that time slot, will 
take place from 11:15 a.m.-12:15 p.m. 


OVERHEARD - - 
At breakfast: “I don’t care where we drive to-- I just want 


to listen to your radio.” 


GREAT GATSBY, BATMAN-- DOES THIS MEAN I HAVE TO WEAR A TIE? 

The heavy-duty major big-time no-kidding semi-formal 
All-Conference cocktail party will happen Friday at 5 p.m. The 
Social ’Staff will supply everything, including delectable hors 
d’oevres orchestrated by Mary Duffy. Good weather? Treman lawn; 
bad weather? The Barn. 


NE DANSEZ PAS, PA? 

Do both your left feet hurt? Don’t dance! You don’t have 
to! Free m@xers and ice wil be available for socializers seeking 
quiet and conversation in the Blue Parlor Saturday night 


following t:e William Matthews reading. 


ry 





QUOTE TORS Tiss DAy: 

"The path to my fixed purpose ig laid with iron rails, 
whereon my soul is grooved to run. Over unsounded gorges, 
through the rifled hearts of mountains, under torrents’ beds, 
unerringly I rush! Naught’s an obstacle, naught’s an angle to 
the iron way!" 


MINIMALIST SEQUEL 
"What do you mean, Kurtz has a twin brother?" 


BREAD LOAF BIO: P. LEVINE : 

Philip Levine, a.k.a. “Doctor Detroit," was an early 
product of the Henry Ford assembly line. An auto-didact even as 
a teenager, he worked briefly stuffing cotton into aspirin 
bottles before stumbling onto a lucrative career as a historical 
marker on the highway to Fresno, California, as recounted in his 
autobiographical ONE FOR THE ROAD, The book seemed doomed to 
critical obscurity until, ina flash of serendipity, engineers 
constructed a flood control berm nearby and inspired the 
best-selling PHIL'’S WALL. Levine capped his stellar career with a 
sentimental memoir of the auto industry -- SWEET WHEEL. 


t 


THE PRESIDENT 


Today on television men 

will enter space and return, 
men she cannot imagine. 

Lost in gigantic paper suits, 
they move like sea creatures. 
A voice will crackle from out 
there where no voices are 
speaking of the great theater 
of conquest, of advancing 
beyond the simple miracles 

ot flight, the small ventures 
ot birds and beasts. The President 
will answer with words she 
cannot remember having 

spoken ever to anyone. 


-- Philip Levine, from 
A WALK WITH TOM JEFFERSON 





"WE MUST GRANT THE ARTIST HIS SUBJECT, 

HIS IDEA, HIS DONNE: OUR CRITICISM 

IS APPLIED ONLY TO WHAT HE MAKES OF IT." 
-- Henry James 


THE CRUMB la tal tia 
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PULTON TTHE REZE 

: $ . at 5 p.m. on Treman Lawn! It’s the long-awaited 
Major Mingling Shindig, the All-Conference no-holds-barred, 
touch-of-class cocktail party. Dress to the tens if you can, 
friends, but even if all your studly duds got rerouted by USAir 
to Cleveland come as you are. In case of rain, rally at the 
Barn. 


IT JUST KEEPS ON GETTING BETTER AND BETTER 
Take a look at today’s lineup of heavy hitters and then tell 
us you've got too much free time: 


9-11 a.m. ) . eee 6. «ss Workshops: Matthews, Banks, Levine, 
Wolitzer, & Powers 

MAGS L20 l5 Doc o o o Panel on Reviewing: Jay Parini, 
Lynne Sharon Schwartz, & 
William Pritchard 


also at 11:15- 12:15 p.m. . . Workshop: Writing for Children: 
Nancy Willard (Barn West) . 

2:30- 3:30 p.m. . . . . . . . Readings by Fellows: Lesley 
Hazelton, Henri Cole, & Alice 
Mattison 

BD [Delle 6 6 6 a 6 © 6 . . Reading: Francine Prose 


WORKSHOP LOCALES 
Banks: Barn #1 Wolitzer: Barn #4 
Lévine: Barn #2 Fowers: Barn West 
Matthews: Barn #3 


QUOTE OF THE DAY (Hint: the author is a poet): 


"I take a wolf’s rib and whittle 

it sharp at both ends 

and coil it up 

and treeze it in blubber and place it out 
on the fairway of the bears. 


"And when it has vanished 

I move out on the bear tracks, 

roaming in circles 

unil I come to the first, tentative, dark 
splash on the earth." 


ESQUIRE editor LISA BAIN is on campus and will present an 
informal talk at a time and place to be announced. 


ONE READER WRITES/ REJECTION SLIP FROM HELL 

"Please refuse this submission. I desperately need a 
rejection from the CRUMB to complete my collection. (signed) The 
Vanishing Virginian." 

Our new literary editor Alexandr Solipsism replies: "Dear 
Vanishing-- This is a dead cat of a story. The characters are 
bland, the plot chaotic, all the action utterly implausible, and 
the writing so murky we weren’t quite sure it was English. The 
ending is just plain stupid, and you should be ashamed of trying 
to pass off such drivel as sentences. And speaking of sentences, 
an important safety tip: Try using a verb once in awhile-- 
otherwise your nouns just lie there at the mercy of every 
steamrolling cliche that comes along. Your point of view-- well, 
there isn’t one. The themes are hackneyed, the expression trite, 
the metaphors limp, the logic obscure. And in 62 pages nothing 
whatsoever happens. Other than that, we enjoyed it. Good luck 
and please try us again in a decade or so. All best, A.S." 
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MINIMALIST SEQUEL: 
"Said Penelope, “Not again!" 


NE DANSEZ PAS, PA: REPRISE 

Remember, if you really don’t want to dance Saturday after 
the evening reading, join the quiet crowd in the Blue Parlor for 
free mixers, ice, and pleasant conversation. 


WHICH REMINDS US OF THE DANCE! PA Tee 
Beer and Wine and Soda and DANCING in the Barn Saturday 


evening at approximately 9:30 p.m. A great aerobic workout after 
almost two weeks of diligent literary analysis-- come along and 
shake your bootie. oa 


CRUMBY PROFILE: F. PROSE @ 

Name: Francine Prose 

Occupation: Sportswriter & belle vivante 

Turn-ons: Identifiable food, CBS jackets, typographical errors in 
Che TIMES book section 


Turn-offs: Carl Stach 
Favorite All-Time Movie: PATROL NAKED INTO TOMORROW 


Author of: HOUSEHOLD PAINTS, a self-help manual for would-be 
interior decorators; BIGFOOT TEAMS, a collaborative appoach 
to tracking down sasquatches and yetis; and one woman's 
fictional journey into astrology, JUDY THE PISCES. 


From "Creature Comforts" 


"It has been a mild winter, but suddenly it turns clammy, 
cold rain every day. Rice stops working on his truck. Now 
when Kate spots him out the window, Rice wears a dungaree 
jacket, and hunches, pale and visibly chilled. Kate worries 
about the nights-~- the little house can get very cold. On 
the phone Nicky says, ‘Well, sure. that’s why we brought 
out the heater. ' 

"All morning Kate pictures the radiant heater, cook- 
ing away, steaming heat into the sofa or a brown paper 
garbage bag till the guest house goes up in flames. In 
any case, the electric bill will set a new world’s 
record. Around noon she goes over to check. 

"In fact, the heater is off. The little house is 
really quite chilly and Pinky 5 yowling nonstop. Not 
two feet from the heater are some tools, heaped-up 
rags and a closed can of gasoline. Kate cannot believe 
it. Not even Rice is that dumb. She thinks about Pinky 
blown clear out the window like some charred, frazzled 
cartoon cat. Then she feels Sisto ive Siek, 

"The diary is back on the table. g 
-- Francine Prose, in 
WOMEN & CHILDREN FIRST 





“WHEN I SAW HER LIKE THAT IN THE IDYLLIC 
FRAME OF THE WINDOW, I REFUSED TO BELIEVE 
THAT THE WOMAN THERE WAS WHO I THOUGHT IT 
WAS, BECAUSE 1 COULDN'T BRING MYSELF TO 
ADMIT THAT LIFE MIGHT END UP RESEMBLING 
BAD LITERATURE SO MUCH." 

--Gabriel Garcia Marquez 


THE CRUMB!!!III[IIII 
Wo, GE, Wee 1A Saturday, August 27, 1988 


COUNTDOWN TO OBLIVION-- 
Hard to believe, I know, but here it is, the schedule for 
the last day of the conference: l . 


9- 1l a.m. . . . . . . . . Workshops: Mariani/Pack, Justice, 
i Prose, Delbanco, Schwartz 
le lG= 12315 sis o o c o o DIUOREI AENDE Ellen Levine 
2:30- 3:30 p.M. >.. 5 Fon . Literary Closure Panel: Robert 
Pack, Linda Pastan, Nancy 
Willard, & Ron Powers 
AgIS Poo o o o e o o 9 . Reading: William Matthews | 


WORKSHOP LOCALES 
Schwartz: #1 Delbanco: Barn #4 
Prose: Barn #2 Justice: Barn West 
Mariani/ Pack: Barn #3 


TIPPING IS NOT A CITY IN CHINA 

[It’s something you do to Waiteroids and Maids to show your 
appreciation for their gracious service. Standard practice 
suggests 15% of the cost for meals, likewise for the cost of a 
ronm IE yon erill Gan w Woke it out, seek out the advice of 
Headwaiter Carl Stach or someone from the back office. Leave your 
tip for the maid at the front desk (not in your room!) in an 
envelope marked with your name and room number. Waiteroid tips 
may be left in the box in the dining room. 


QUOTE OF THE DAY: 
"A green and yellow parrot, which hung in a 
cage outside the door, kept repeating over 
and over: i 
'Allez-vous-en! Allez-vous-en! Sapristi! 
meat a Allp wakejoue i © 


PUT ON YOUR DANCING SHOES! : 

Yes, campers, it’s the Big One, the All-Conference 
wing--ding shindig at the Barn following the evening reading. 
Come as you are or wish you were. Beer, wine, and soda will be 
provided by the Social Staff, so please LEAVE YOUR OWN BOTTLE AT 
HOME. It is illegal to bring your own liquor into the dance, and 
Security will be on hand to remind you. And besides, you won't 
need it. 


QUIET ALTERNATIVE (NE DANSEZ-PAS, PA, ENCORE UNE FOIS) 

Don’t feel like dancing? Relax in the Blue Parlor with 
other mellow souls after the evening reading-- mixers and ice are 
on us. 


A REAL DEPARTURE/ TAXICABS TO HELL 
Double check the departure time for your taxi to Wherever. 


Cabs cannot wait for you if you're late-- they have schedules to 
keep, schedules to keep, and miles to go before they sleep. 
Arrive a few minutes early to load your luggage. 


LIBRARY BOOKS MUST BE RETURNED TO THE LIBRARY IMMEDIATELY!!! 1! 





OVERHEARD: 
--In the Barn: "Don’t mind me, I'm just groping." 
"I type like I live my life-- fast, and with 
a lot of mistakes." 
--After the lecture: "Nobody does it better." 
--After the Powers/Bain workshop: "There's not an M.F.A. 
program in the country that can field a workshop like that." 


PHOTO OPPORTUNITY 

Anyone wishing 8X10 group photos of faculty, fellows, 
scholars, waiteroids, and staff should Sign up with Carol Knauss 
in the Bread Loaf office. Fee is $5 per photo, payable by check; 
photos will be mailed in early October, along with 1986 and 1987 
orders. 


AUTHOR'S QUERY: BREAD LOAF HISTORY 

For an illustrated narrative history of the Bread Loaf 
Writers’ Conference, I am in,need of letters, anecdotes, journal 
entries, narrative poems, and especially photos from any past 
conference. Faculty character sketches are particularly welcome. 
-- David Bain, Dept. Cie English, Middlebury College. 


MINIMALIST SEQUEL: 
"When the cockroach awoke one morning from unsettling 
dreams, he found himself changed in his bed into Gregor Samsa." 


TO THOSE WHO HAD BETTER THINGS TO DO THAN ATTEND THE 
CONTRIBUTORS’ READING-- WHAT YOU MISSED: 

-- a Tim O'Brien dental impersonation 

~- the winner of the "Brushes with Greatness" contest 
("Russell Banks said hello to me!" ) 

~~ an excerpt from SONGS FOR BILL MATTHEWS called “Dancing 
with a Cigarette" 

~- the explanation that Philip Levine lived in the State of 
Detroit, which has nothing to do with Michigan 

~- a mini-lesson on how to mine your own work for epigraphs 


BREAD LOAF BIO: W. MATTHEWS 

Long believed to be Donald Sutherland's evil twin, William 
“Wild Bill” Matthews got his start in the poetry game as a 
Proofreader for Fruit-of-the-Loom. In 1926 he won the BVD 
Small~Med ium-and-Large Award for his brief poem, "Men in Union 
Suits." Later he won acclaim as a stock analyst with FORESEEABLE 
PORK-BELLY FUTURES and struck out to explore a variety of themes, 
incuding preparing big-game for the table, with such gastronomic 
Standards as "Buffalo Herd on Ice," “Photo of the Author With a 
Favorite Roasted Pig," and "Bye, Hart." Humbly acknowledging his 
debts to past masters of the form, Matthews recently published 
his collegial retrospective, SEARCH FOR THE PERFECT PASTAN. 


from “The Accompanis$" 


Don't play too much, don’t’ play 
Loo loud, don’t play the melody. 
You have to anticipate her 

and to subdue yourself. 

whe used to give me her smoky 
eye when I got boisterous, 

so I learned to play on tip- 

toe and to play the better half 
of what I might, I don’t like 

to complain, though I notice 
that I get around to it somehow. 


-~ William Mattews, in 
FORESEFABLE FUTURES 





"A MAN SHOULD NEVER PUT ON HIS BEST 
TROUSERS WHEN HE GOES OUT TO PIGHT 
FOR FREEDOM AND TRUTH. " 

-- Henrik Ibsen 
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GOODBYE, OLD PAINT, I'M LEAVING CHEYENNE-- 

Farewell and adieu, you ladies of Spain. It’s over, done, 
finished, kaput. No more bells and poetry, no more cocktails on 
Che lawn. Now it's time to go back to your typewriter in a quiet 
room at the edge of your imagination and write with passion and 
conviction about the things that lie closest to your heart. Do 
LG PAGING Don't cheat. Take as long as you have to to get it 
truly. Be exact. Love your words. Let them gather power on the 
page. Forget about agents, forget about editors and royalties 
and options and markets. First, write hard and well. Last, let 
khe writing stand. 


IDIOT CHECK: 

Before you embark in your Taxicab to Hell, examine your 
literary and social conscienge: 

l) Have I left anything under ‘my bed, in my drawers, on my 
window sill, in the top of the closet, under a chair, on the 
clotheseline? 

2) Have I tipped Waiterĝids and Maids for their good work? 

3) Have I signed up for photos? 

4) Have I expressed my honest gratitude or admiration to 
those who deserve it? 

5) Have I signed Robo Gerard's cast? 


CRUMBY FAREWELL 

We the editors of the CRUMB hope you’ve enjoyed this year’s 
edition. If for any -reason you've felt offended, left out, 
unfairly lampooned, or if you just plain didn’t get the jokes, we 
apologize. Our whole raison d'etre here at EL CRUMBO has been to 
make your morning coffee go down just a little more easily and to 
keep you from doing anything really stupid all day long. We hope 


you laughed and cried along with us. The line between humor and 
bad taste is a vague one, so we just ignored it. Thank you for 
your support. 


TO THE WRITER ON THE TRAIL i 
"May your sixgun never misfire, may your horses keep their 
legs, may you find a quiet camp and a warm fire at the end of 


daylight. 
-- anon. 


OVERHEARD FROM PHILIP GERARD: 
An and Mowe had a damned fine time doing it. 


PuL NEVER FotseT You, NANCY---ALL 
Those “THINGS WE SHARED ---0UR, 
MUTUAL CONTEMAT FoR RAV ME KEN, 
THE ESSENTIAL VALIDITY oF Aol 
COMMENT You MADE oN MY Poem IN 
MA w -== BY THE WAY, 

\ WHAT'S Your LAST Nate 2 





